
The T awing of the Sbre% 

Petr'. Sir here* the door e, this is Luc-ntios houfc, 

My Farhersbeares more toward the Market-place, 

T hither mall 1 and hccre 1 icaue y u fir. 

Vin. You lhall not chooie but drinfce before you go, 

I thinkc I (hall command your welcome here ; 

And by all likelihood fome cfeeere is toward. Knocks 

Grew. They’re bufic within, you were beft knocke lowder. 

P edant lookas ou t of the window. 

Fed, What’s he that knocke* as he would beate downe the 


gate ? 


Vin. IsSignior Lucentio within fir? 

Fed. He’s within fir, but not tobefpoken withall. 

Vine. What if a man bring him a hundred pound or two to 
snake merric withall. 

Fed. Kcepe your hundred pound* to your feife, he fliall needs 
none fo long as I line. 

Petr. Nay, I told you your fonnewas beloued in Padua : doc 
you heare fir, to lcaue friuolous circumftanccs,I pray you tellSig. 
nior Lucentio tha: hisFathcr i* eomefrotn Pi/^,andis heereat the 
doorc to fpeake with him. 

Ped. Thou liefthis Father is come from Padua, and here look- 
ing out of the window. 

Vin. Art thou his Father.? 

Ped. 1 fir, lo hi* mother fay es if I may bclecue her. 

Petr. Why how now Gentleman; why this is fiat knaueiie 
totakevpon you an other man* name. 

Ped'#. Lay hands on the villaine , I beleeuc a mcanes to cozcb 
forhe bodje in this Qcic vnder my countenance. 

Enter Stand' llo . 

Bion. 1 haue fee ne them in the Church together, God few 
them good Ih pping : but who is hccre -mine old Matter Vincents 
now we arc vndone and brought to nothing. 

Vtn. Come hither crackhempc« 

Bion. 1 hope 1 may chooleSir. 

Vin. Come hither you rogue, what haue you forgot mee? 

Biond . Forgot you, no fir: I could not forget you, fori « £Uit 
iawyoubeforeinallmylife. , 

Vine. What, you notorius villaine, didft thou neuer 
Mhhis father, Vineentio j 
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The Taming of the Shtelt, 

Bion. Whatmy werfliipfullold matter . ? yes matrie ikies 
wlwre he lookes cutofthe window. 

Vin. Jflfo indcedc. Ho beate s BiondeHo. 

Bhn. Hclpe,helpe,hc'lpe, here’s a mad man will murder 8JC. 

Ptdein. H'lp, fonne, helpeSignior Baptifia, 

9 tft. Frethcc Hate let’s (land afidc and fee the end of tbs 
cpKtroticrfic. 

Enter Pedant with / truants , B aptifia, Tramo. 

Tra. Sir what are you that offer to beate my feruac: ? 

Vine . What am I fir: nay what arc you fir : eh immortal' Gods: 
oh fine villame, a filken doublet], a velacc hole, a fcarlcc cloak 
and a oipatainc hat :oh I am vndone, 1 am vnconetwhilc 1 plaic 
the good husband at home, my ionne and my t truant fpettd ail 
atchevniuerfitie. 

Tra. How now what's the nutter? 

Ba.pt. What is the man lunaticke ? 

Tra. Sir, you leeme afober ancient Gentleman by your habtr: 
but your words (hew you am ad man ; why fir, what cerncs it you, 
if I wears Pestle and gold : I thankc my good father, 1 am able 
eomaintaine it. 

Vin. Thy father: oh villaine, he is a Sailc-makcr in Bertrams, 

Bap. You Mittake fir, you miftake fir ,praie what do you think 

is his name? 

Vin, His name, as if I knew not his name: l haue brought 
him vp eufr fince he was three yeercsold,and his name is Tronic 

Ped. Awaic, away mad alTc, liis name it Lucentio, and he is 
mine onelie fonne and here to the land* of me fignior Vineentio. 

Vin. Lucentio , oh he hath murdred hi* Matter ; 1 ay hold on 
him I charge you in the Dukes name: oh nay Ionne, my fonne: 
tell me thou villaine, where i» my fonne Lucentio ? 

Tra. Callforth an otticcr: Carrie thismad knauc to the.Iaile : 
Bather Baptifia, 1 charge you fee that he be fortVcomraing. 

Vine. Carrie mee to the laile ? 

fro. Staie officer, he (hall not goto prifon. 

Bap. Tal kc not fignior Gremio : I fay he flia 11 goe to prifon. 
gre. Take heede fignior Baptifia, left you be conicatchs in 
this bufineffe : I dare fweare this is the right Vincent it, 

Ped. Sweareif thou dsr’tt, 
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